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Every month we print four or five pages of letters, letters sent to 
us by our readers. If you think about it, it would cost us too 
much to get a professional to fake them. Of course, we still 
can't prove that every word is true, you'll have to make up 
minds about that — it's all part of the fun! The address is: Penpower, Knave, 
Hermit Place, 252 Belsize Road, London NW6 4BT. All in strictest confidence, naturally. 


Roller Repro 

After reading an article on 
Mutual Masturbation, we de- 
we just had to write and 
tell you about our little 
escapades. 

We are three Motor Mech¬ 
anics working for the same 
firm, and as work is slack at 
the moment we were asked to 
paint the workshop. 

We were given all the 
eguipment to tackle the job 
we happened to comment 
on the soft texture of the 
sheepskin rollers. 

This gave Mark a great idea 
as to suggest that we mastur¬ 
bate using two rollers 
simultaneously, this we decid¬ 
ed to try out, and to our utter 
amazement we found that the 
softness of the rollers were an 
exact reproduction of a 
woman's vagina. We have 
been using this method now 
between us for three weeks, 
and we can honestly say that it 
has got to be tried to be 
believed. — Tom, Sid and 
Mark , Kensington. 

Closet Autosexual 

I am glad that masturbation 
has finally come out of the 
closet, as it were, it has been 
an unmentionable subject for 
too long. 

I began when I was quite 
young. I remember discover¬ 
ing pleasure just by rubbing 
cool sheets betv/een thy 
thighs. That of course led to 
caressing myself and, later, 
inserting a finger or two into 


my wet vagina. Yet I still re¬ 
mained naive about real sex 
— it was merely a pleasure to 
be found while alone. 

I discussed my discovery 
with a close friend who had 
not yet experienced the same 
sensations, so one afternoon, 
at the back of the rest room, I 
whispered instructions to her. 
She promised to try it that 
night in bed and, the next 
morning, admitted that she 
had had a really funny feel¬ 
ing. Then a few weeks later 
we found a sexy book at her 
parent's place, which explain¬ 
ed all the emotions we were 
experiencing and also ex¬ 
plained a lot about how men 
and women made love. We 
started looking at boys in a 
new light. 

This leads me to a more re¬ 
cent event. Even with my ear¬ 
ly experiences of masturba¬ 
tion I could never bring 
myself to mention it to my hus¬ 
band, even though our rela¬ 
tionship is very close and 
fulfilling. However, whilst he 
was on leave recently I 
managed to sneak home after 
lunch one day. I entered the 
house quietly, expecting him 
to be asleep, and crept 
upstairs. I peered into the 
bedroom and saw Colin lying 
on the bed and looking at a 
magazine, with his erect cock 
in his hand. I watched, 
mesmerized, as he slowly 
moved it up and down. He 
kept going for a while, stop¬ 
ped for a few moments and 


then continued once more. 

Suddenly I felt a trickle run 
down my thigh and when I 
touched my knickers they 
were drenched. The more he 
went on the wetter I got and 
the more excited I felt. I just 
had to caress myself, so. I 
quietly removed my knickers, 
then my blouse, while still 
watching him. 

I sat down in the doorway 
with my legs splayed, rubbing 
a very wet pussy with moun¬ 
ting excitement. Then I must 
have groaned for he looked 
across. The look of astonish¬ 
ment on his face was a pic¬ 
ture. I think he would have 
been embarrassed if I had not 
gone over to him at once and 
told him to keep going 
because I found it so 
stimulating. Then he did 
something I did not think 
possible — he allowed himself 
to come in small amounts, 
stopping each time and 
massaging it into his cock. 
When he finally let go I 
couldn't resist licking all the 
come from his penis — and 
climaxed myself while I did 
so. 

This occasion of course led 
to some discussion, and now 
masturbation plays an in¬ 
teresting part in our. relation¬ 
ship. Sometimes we play with 
ourselves while the other wat¬ 
ches, (which I really enjoy — 
Colin likes me to use a 
vibrator), and it still remains a 
wonderful release for those 
quiet moments on my own. 




I have only mentioned this 
to one other person, the girl 
who I 'taught' to masturbate, 
who is still a close friend. We 
talked it over and she said 
she'd love to watch Colin do¬ 
ing it because she doesn't 
have a boyfriend of her own at 
the moment. Maybe. . . — 
Ann J., W. London. 

Virgin On The Ridiculous 

I am a 30 year old virgin 
male, and although I have 
hopes of altering that status, 
(the virgin part that js), I 
nevertheless do know the 
female form, what happens 
where and so forth, and enjoy 
taking and reading your ex¬ 
cellent publications. 

The one thing that spoils it 
all for me, however, are the 
letters written by certain men, 
full of blow by blow accounts 
of the 'sexploits'. I have come 
to the conclusion that these 
are either all written by the 
same chap, or you have 
employed a team of fiction 
writers to dream up these 
masterpieces. Not only do 
they all seem to be written by 
chaps with enormous tools, 
but equally they seem to have 
no bother in finding randy 
young women with huge tits 
lying about all over the coun¬ 
try, whose sole ambition is to 
get screwed, gobble spunk, 
and wank themselves. 

The situation has now been 
reached where one letter is 
very much like another, and 
to read a ceaseless torrent of 
what seems to be a screenplay 
of 'Caligula' is, to my mind, 
not only boring but a waste of 
a good magazine's time and 
money. I realise that as one 
who has never screwed, 
fondled etc, I am a fine one to 
talk, but I suspect that a good¬ 
ly number of your cor¬ 
respondents, if not inventing 
their stories, have more than 
likely embroidered things to 
show themselves in a better 
light. — R.J., Isle of Wight. 

Cromwell's Complaint 

Your readers have written in 
the past concerning the pros 
and cons of circumcision, and 
I feel I should put the matter 
straight. Apart from women 
who have their personal 
preferences, only men who 
have experienced both states 
can really qualify to give an 
opinion, as I can. 

I was circumcised about 
four years ago by my own 
choice, for reasons of 
Continued on page 14. 
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Continued from page 6. 
cleanliness for my wife's 
benefit. After the simple 
operation and 'laying off 
period' my new sexual en¬ 
counters began. Initially, 
apart from feelings of 
nakedness in public (eg club 
showers, public toilets) the 
excitement of a 'new' cock was 
quite a novelty, particularly 
in bed. My wife could not feel 
any difference, except that I 
took much longer to come and 
only did so once per session. 

The benefits are as follows: 

a) Longer staying power, 
(but once only, or at least a 
wait of several hours before 
another go). This kept up the 
stimulation for my wife, who 
really appreciated the longer 
fucking time. 

b) Much cleaner/easier to 
clean after lovemaking, wank¬ 
ing or taking a piss. Never 
any after-piss leakage in the 
pants, often trapped in the 
foreskin. 

c) No gummy blockage in 
the morning after a late night 
screwing session when you 
are too tired to wash im¬ 
mediately afterwards. 

d) No complaints of smell, 
which otherwise occurs even 
after washing of the rolled 
back foreskin and glans. 

However, I am not a men¬ 
tally adjusted 'roundhead' as 
this may seem to imply. The 
benefits of a glans protected 
as nature intended by my 
former foreskin, as I now 
know, far • outweigh the 


benefits of a naked glans. 
Here are the facts, not opi¬ 
nions: 

a) Desensitivity begins after 
only a few months. The tex¬ 
ture and colour of my denud¬ 
ed glans has changed from 
shiny reddish blue to a wrinkl¬ 
ed, pale skin colour. It is now 
much less sensitive. 

b) The unique feeling of 
orgasm is now far less intense 
and thrilling. It is still quite 
possible to come, but the feel¬ 
ing is far less powerful. 

c) The thrill of having my 
penis slowly undressed to ex¬ 
pose my waiting glans has ob¬ 
viously gone — and with it the 
ability of women to wank me 
off quite casually, and with 
the minimum of effort. 

d) The ability to fuck a pair 
of tits or feet, which I 
especially liked, is now im¬ 
possible. The dry (or even 
lubricated) skin of these parts 
is far too rough. Before, the 
feet or tits could be held 
around my long foreskin, and 
I could move my cock back 
and forth inside the foreskin 
until I came. The process was 
never uncomfortable, and I 
miss it very much. 

e) Oral sex still feels great, 
but now never results in an 


orgasm for me. 

f) My former wife could, 
with little effort, pinch the end 
of my foreskin and pull up¬ 
ward and let it go for a minute 
or two, and I would come. My 
current girlfriend needs a full 
hand grasped around my 
cock, and has to pull for ages 
before it pops off. Sometimes 
it just won't come at all. 

These situations occur only 
if my girl is not in the mood 
for a full fuck. My desires 
could previously be controll¬ 
ed by a gentle stroke. Now it 
takes so much stimulation that 
we might as well have had a 
proper session. This may be 
OK if you are in the mood for 
a good hour of lovemaking, 
but if you are both tired after a 
hard day at work, passive 
stimulation used to be very 
pleasant. 

I conclude by saying that 
making love in any way 
without an enveloping 
foreskin is like looking at a 
Renoir whilst colour-blind. 
May this be a warning to all 
people thinking of having the 
operation (except, of course, 
for medical reasons). Round- 
heads whose foreskins were 
cut off at birth have no idea 
what they are missing, and 
cannot possibly make 
qualified comment on the sub¬ 
ject, because they have never 
enjoyed sex with a foreskin 
and sensitised glans, as I un¬ 
fortunately have. I now know 
that a foreskin was put there 
for two purposes — protection 
and to maintain sensitivity. — 
T.M., London. 

Hard To Take 

I've read many times over the 
years of ways and means of 
enlarging the penis, plus of 
course all those men who 
claim to have (so they say) 
giant penises. But it might in¬ 
terest you to know that 
nowhere in this country, or as 
far as I know, in the Western 
world, is there a way of 
shortening or reducing the 
size of the penis. 

I am writing this because I 
know what I am talking about. 
I am one of the three men (that 
I have heard of) who have 
been noted as medical freaks. 
Over the past few years I have 


seen many doctors and 
surgeons, all to no avail. I am 
now 49 years of age, 5ft lOins 
tall, weigh WVz stone and 
have an erect penis measure¬ 
ment (according to medical 
charts) of 52 l /2 cms by 21 cms. 
I'm not sure what this is exact¬ 
ly in inches because I have 
never bothered to measure it 
for myself. (It's just over 20 ins 
by 8 V 2 ins — circumference 
we presume. Ed .) 

People find it very hard to 
appreciate the problems this 
brings. Specially made 
trousers at £80 a pair, for in¬ 
stance. Or special straps to 
hold it against my stomach. 
And I've only enjoyed full in¬ 
tercourse with two women in 
my adult life — the last time 
being 28 years ago. 

I do have a bit of sex fun 
from time to time of course, 
and it is enjoyable, but I can 
never mount a woman and 
thrust away like other men do. 
I married seven years ago and 
whenever my wife and I have 
intercourse I have to lie on my 
back while she places two 
pillows around my panis, 
before mounting me and tak¬ 
ing half of my length. 

My sex life started quite 
late, soon after I left school in 
fact with two friends of my 
sister, who was a few years 
older than me. I think my 
sister must have told them 
about me because once when 
we all went to the cinema, I 
was sandwiched between her 
friends — who both put their 
hands inside my trousers and 
played with my penis. This 
started as a joke for them, but 
one of them, lanice, used to 
visit us quite often. One day 
she invited me back to her 
house, we stripped off and she 
got me erect and then moun- 
tyed me. This went on for a 
few weeks and I learned quite 
a lot, but we fell out over 
something or other and stop¬ 
ped seeing each other. 

Soon after this I joined the 
army and didn't leave till I 
was 42 and had travelled the 
world — working my way up 
to Warrant Officer II. In 1950 
I met a Portugese woman in 
Hong Kong while I was sta¬ 
tioned there — and she could 
take every inch of me. She us¬ 
ed to buy me silk shirts and 
nice suits, really pampering 
me. She used to pull up in her 
car outside the barracks, to 
drive me to her lovely house 
in Kowloon. She was around 
31 years of age and very at- 
Continued on page 30. 
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“More like Rio a Come-Come’ if you ask me,” muttered someone as we 
peered over the editorial shoulder. Indeed many of the pictures were 
rather too explicit to appear here, what with all the stray fingers and 
tongues rummaging around in rude places. These people clearly believe 
in having fun together! Ben Peliam provides the explanatory notes and 
we’ve picked out enough printable pictures to give you the flavour of Rio 
de Janeiro at Carnival time — surely a unique experience. 

ummertime in Rio begins in December. The girls of Rio are rightly proud of their fiery 
That’s when the tourists begin their latin beauty, and, at carnival time, they take their 
\ seasonal assault on the ‘Marvellous City’, tiny bikinis off the beaches, on to the streets — 
JlyThey come to absorb sun, drink and and, during the all night parties, frequently take 
atmosphere in a city by the sea that guarantees them off again. And it’s scenes like this that drag 
40°C all summer. 104° F plus if you prefer. They in the tourists from all over the world. 

Dome for the nightlife, to laze on the beaches — Where Mardi Gras has the New Orleans street 
Dut most of all for the Carnival. Four days in jazz band, Rio has its samba school. Over 50 of 
February when pandemonium reins. them pumping out the samba up and down the 
























inhibitions get ground underfoot. Clothing starts 
to get in the way of successfully making friends 
and influencing people, reckless insobriety 
abounds, boobs are bared and drawers dropped 
with charming abandon — and if you can’t get 
laid in Rio you must have left it back at the hotel 
in your other suit. 

As the Brazilians say themselves; “Ninguem e 
de ninguem.” Which translates as ‘‘No one 
belongs to no one.” Hate the grammer, love the 
sentiment. Emotional ties suffer the same fate as 
the tangas — not wanted on voyage. In Brazil 
they don’t have divorce, they have legal 
separations called ‘desquites’. Statistics show 
that these peak in the months following Carnival. 

No prizes for guessing when the birth rate 
booms. = 









AMATEUR MODEL OF THE MONTH 


When she was on holiday Tracy, who comes 
from Kent, entered a beauty contest as a joke — 
and won! Not hard to see why. She is an 
undeniably beautiful girl, with poise and charm 
to spare and a slim but graceful figure. Whether 
or not she could have made it as a fully fledged 
beauty queen we’ll never know — but she’s a 
smash hit as a first time model. True to form she 
was rather shy to begin with, but we have a little 
poise and charm of our own so everything went 
smoothly. Now, not surprisingly, she’s thinking 
of taking up modelling full-time. When you see 
her next — remember where you saw her first. 


PHOTOGRAPHED BY DAVID PAUL 
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Continued from page 14. 
tractive. This lasted for a year 
until I was posted to Korea in 
'51. 

I spent a year as a POW and 
life wasn't too pleasant for a 
while. I was the butt of many 
unpleasant jokes by the 
Chinese and Korean guards. 
But in May '52, I returned to 
England. 

In early '53 I met a young 
lady who was just 17. We got 
engaged and I found she 
could easily take all that I had 
to give her, and I spent the 
happiest time of‘my life. But 
alas, I was posted abroad 
again and she wouldn't wait 
for three years for my return. 

Since then I have never met 
a woman who could take it all. 
Some have had half and a few 
have managed two-thirds, but 
that's all. From that time I've 
never been able to mount a 
woman and give it all. 

In the forces in my younger 
days, I was often the victim' of 
many jokes, and my nickname 
was 'Mr. Excused Shorts'. I 
spent a lot of time in the Mid" 
die and Far East, plus a short 
spell in Europe which includ¬ 
ed a visit to Denmark. There I 
went to a live sex show one 
night with some friends and 
there was a girl on stage with 
a well-endowed stud. When 
he finished the girl offered the 
audience a chance for one of 
the men to screw her. I'd had 
a few drinks and my mates eg¬ 
ged me on and finally pushed 
me onto the.platform. When 
the girl undid my trousers and 
saw what was in there, she let 
out a scream and, the next 
thing I knew, we were being 
bundled out into the street. 

Once however, I went to the 


Lasse Braun studios and he 
made a semi-blue film of me 
with three girls playing 
around with it, but they would 
only give me oral and refused 
to have full intercourse. 

In recent years I have 
answered ads in magazines 
asking for well-endowed men 
and have had a few good 
times. Usually the woman 
plays around with it and then 
mounts me and the husband 
has to support her so that she 
doesn't slip and hurt herself. 
One really good evening I 
remember last year involved a 
couple who started by show¬ 
ing films. Their next door 
neighbour was there too, 
guite an attractive woman, 
and I ended up in bed bet¬ 
ween the two girls — with 
both of them doing oral on me 
while the husband watched. 

I have now met a new cou¬ 
ple, again through contact 
advertisements, and the wife 
comes to see me once every 
two weeks for a couple of 
hours. She can take two-thirds 
of it and is determined to take 
it all before long. I do hope 
so. Her husband films us each 
time. 

So if anyone knows of a way 
to shorten a penis, I would be 
very interested to read about 
it. Because it is very disap¬ 
pointing to find so few women 
who can fake it all. — P.L., 
London. 

We're not quite sure what to 


make of this one, it certainly 
sounds true enough , but 20" 
is hard to credit. Well keep 
an open mind for now — any 
comments? Ed. 

Teacher's Pet 

I read in your latest issue a let¬ 
ter from a young man telling 
about his experiences with an 
older woman, which threw my 
mind back to one of my own. 

Having been overseas for 
three years, I returned home 
and almost at oncd re-met a 
lady, in our local club, who 
had for many years been a 
friend of my mother's; and 
whom I had known as a most 
superior and highly respec¬ 
table schoolmistress, her hus¬ 
band had been my teacher. 
She was now almost sixty, and 
a grandmother. 

She told me that her hus¬ 
band had died a year 
previously, and that her two 
children had married and 
moved to other areas. While 
out shopping a few days later I 
bumped into her again by 
chance, and invited me home 
for tea. Knowing her as I 
thought I did, my mind was 
solely on a cup of tea and a 
cake. However, events prov¬ 
ed otherwise. 

To put it briefly, she was a 
sex bomb, and during the rest 
of my holiday we engaged in 
just about every sexual posi¬ 
tion, almost every day. (I was 
then a very active 25 year 


old). We sucked each other 
and fucked in every possible 
way. Quite often I did it in her 
mouth and her cunt, one after 
the other, all evening long. 

She told me she had been a 
virgin bride, completely inno¬ 
cent about sex, and that her 
husband had steadily, over 
several months, introduced 
her to and initiated her in oral 
sex and other practices. She 
particularly enjoyed having 
cunnilingus performed on 
her. Despite their correct and 
rigid appearance to 
neighbours and friends, she 
and her late husband had 
been (in the privacy of their 
bedroom) a very uninhibited 
couple, and she often sat at' 
the breakfast table with a very 
sore cunt after a hectic night. 

After thirty-odd years of 
regular and satisfying sex, 
she had been getting 
desperate, and I had arrived 
at the right time! I went 
overseas again after a couple 
of months, but when I return¬ 
ed she had left the town and 
no-one knew where she had 
gone. However, I still cherish 
fond memories of her happy 
face, well-preserved body, 
smooth plump thighs, broad 
rounded buttocks and ever- 
willing cunt. — R.G., Devon. 

Door-to-Door Screw 

I suffer from the common pro¬ 
blem of young married 
women whose husbands are 
often away working, and are 
too tired for the old woman 
when they are at home — I get 
so, so frustrated. So, I do my 
best to get what I want, and 
bugger my old man. 

I am going to tell you of one 
such experience. I was busy 
at home one lovely summer 
morning, doing my usual 
chores with next to nothing- 
on, just a flimsy cotton dress. I 
heard a knock at the front 
door and as I opened it a 
draught caught hold of my 
dress, lifting it up and reveal¬ 
ing rather a lot! 

The man at the door was a 
handsome young salesman. I 
was feeling sexy and imagina¬ 
tion was getting the better of 
me; I asked him to come in, 
saying that I wanted to see 
what he had to offer. 

I offered him a cold drink, 
because it was hot in there, 
even without our rising 
temperatures. My dress was a 
front button-up affair, and 
while I was getting our drinks 
I undid some of the buttons to 
Continued on page 40. 
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Press Photography by Dave Patrick and Craig Trexler. 


They come from all over the American mid-West. Clean cut college boys and 

girls out for a good time in Florida's Fort Lauderdale. Everyone's 
anonymous, everyone's willing and nobody's keeping score. With 'Best Buns 
on the Beach' and 'Wet Teeshirt' competitions for cash, it's not surprising that 

some of the girls go wild and become . . . 



t all happens on Highway 
A1 A, south of Sunrise Boulevard. 
The road runs along the white 
sapd beach. They call it 'The Strip 7 
— and not without reason! 

Within the past five or six years, the 
British have taken to winters in Florida as 
if they're sorry they lost it all 200 years 
ago. But the British stay in Miami — with 
the Haitians and the Cubans and little old 
grandmothers who have blue hair — or 
they go to Palm Beach which is America's 
answer to Cannes and Monte Carlo, all 
rolled into one. Miami is a town with two 
murders a day (those are the ones that get 
reported) and the main recreation is 
simply staying alive. Palm Beach is much 
too expensive a hang-out for murderers. 
There you spend your winter holidays 
wishing for Bond Street prices. 

What the British haven't yet discovered 
is the town about halfway between — it's 
called Fort Lauderdale. Prices are less 
there than in Palm Beach, and murders 
are fewer there than in Miami. But Fort 
Lauderdale could cure insomnia except 
for a few weeks a year around Easter. And 


city is smack in the middle of the 'snow 
belt' so for the two of them, sunshine was, 
something they hadn't seen since 
September. When they started talking 
about what to do for the two weeks before 
Easter, they realized they had nothing 
really important to do, nothing at least 
that couldn't wait a while. East of the 
Rockies everybody in the States knows 
about Easter Break at Lauderdale, so it 
seemed a good place to go. Both of them 
had boyfriends at school but both of them 
decided they deserved a little break — 
the kind of 'R & R' that you can only get 
when you go to a place where nobody 
knows your name, where you can use any 
name you want to, where anonymity 
means you can get away with almost 
anything. So they headed south, just the 
two of them, bound together by the 
promise that no matter what happened, 
neither of them would ever mention it to 
the other's boyfriend. 

They had a couple of hundred dollars 
saved up for the trip, but that didn't last 
very long. It's a long drive from Syracuse 
— a couple of days worth — and by the 


"Wendy finally gave in. She stepped into a G-string and 
found herself in the middle of a 'Best Buns on 
the Beach'contest . . ." 


when those weeks happen, the place is 
very much 'in season'. It's known as 
'Spring Break' — when the northern high 
schools and universities let out for the 
Easter holidays, and everyone heads for 
Highway A1A, south of Sunrise. That's 
when Fort Lauderdale starts to look like a 
combination of Blackpool on Wake Week 
and Pamplona during the running of the 
bulls. 

It's a town filled with girls from schools 
where it's been snowing all winter. Girls 
who have come with only two things in 
mind: to find some sunshine, and to meet 
some guys. And it's also a city filled with 
guys from schools where it's been 
snowing all winter who have come with 
only two things in mind/ to find some 
sunshine and to meet some girls. Because 
the latter is as easy as discovering the 
former, not only does everyone get a tan, 
but even Godzilla could score!* 

• • 

Wendy and Nina drove down from 
Syracuse in central New York State. That 


time they got to Florida they weren't sure 
they'd have enough loot between them to 
make the drive back and still be able to 
eat. Then they got to Lauderdale. Neither 
of them had thought about making reser¬ 
vations at a hotel somewhere — and there 
wasn't a cheap room left anywhere in 
town. 

They spent their first day on the beach 
bemoaning their fate. 

Then came 4 o'clock. Nina, a long- 
legged blonde who almost always 
dressed in yellow, spotted a sign in front 
of a bar. Wendy read it, and immediately 
said no. But Nina reminded her of their 
empty pockets. Wendy still said no, but 
Nina said she was game. Why not, she 
argued. Who knows us here? So off she 
went to sign up. She wore her own yellow 
tee-shirt. She was not permitted to wear 
her yellow bikini top. Someone tossed 
water all over the front of her and after 
four minutes of moving to music in front of 
700 people, her prize was $25. 

"I would never have done anything like 


this at home," she confessed. "But here it 
seemed all right. Here there don't seem to 
be any rules." 

There aren't. And the next day Nina 
convinced Wendy that it was her turn. 
Wendy finally gave in. She stepped into a 
G-string and found herself in the middle 
of a 'Best Buns On The Beach' contest. 
Wendy and fourteen other girls . . . 

Tall, thin, short, fat, pretty (not so 
pretty), long hair, short hair, blonde, 
brunette, redhead — it was all right 
there. 

"A lot of guys have told me I've got a 
great ass," said Wendy, who like Nina is 
just 20, but unlike Nina is short with a big 
chest and black hair. "Nina told me it 
looked terrific when I was on stage. 
Imagine that, I was up there with all those 
other girls and even though we had our 
fronts covered, our asses were 
completely bare. I mean, you could 
almost see everything. At first I was 
embarrassed as hell. Then . . . well, then 
I kinda started getting into it. All those 
guys looking at me like that. And they 
whistled and applauded. I know what 
they were all thinking. And I was thinking 
I kinda liked it. Of course if my parents 
ever found out they'd be shocked. Very 
shocked. But they won't find out, and I 
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wasn't as shocking as some of the girls. I 
even won $50." 

She kept her top on. Some of the girls 
don't. She accepted the prize and did a 
little dance and in spite of those 
suggestions from the audience that she go 
all the way, Wendy kept her G-string on. 
Some girls don't. After all, this is 
Lauderdale at Easter and when you're far 
away from home like that and no-one 
knows your name — anonymity is its own 
reward. 

• • • 

Karen said she didn't need the money, 
and never expected to win anything. As it 
happens she walked away with $100. But 
then, she earned it. 

"What a vacation this one was," she 
went on. "I never ever thought I could get 
into anything like this. It was so wierd. 
Like a dream. I just got caught up in all of 
the madness. It's very contagious." 

She's only 19, a sophomore at a school 
in Ohio where she studies English Lit. In 
fact, with her tortoise-shell glasses on, 
and her sandy hair pulled back, you 
might expect to find her fetching books off 
the shelves of your local library. But this 
time the glasses came off and the hair got 
let down. 

It was a wet tee-shirt contest," she 
explained. "It sounded stupid at first but I 
met a bunch of guys who thought I should 
enter. That was about noon. I told them 
they were crazy. They dropped the 
subject and we sat around the beach, then 
had a few beers, then had a few more 
beers. By the time the contest rolled 
around, I was all for it." 

She said she knows she's got a good 
figure, but the idea of showing it off in 
front of a room filled with guys never 
appealed to her before. 

"At least not before I got up onto the 
stage. And then it wasn't so much the guys 
who were cheering for me, it was also the 
other girls." 

When she signed up for the contest, she 
was giggling and the fellows she was with 

































more the crowd liked it, the more she 
liked it. Then her record ended and she 
walked off the stage. The next two girls 
danced their way through the contest and 
finally it was up to the audience to choose 
the winners. Karen won by popular 
demand. And because she was the 
winner, she was the one to do the encore. 

"I went up on the stage to dance again 
and this time they threw a lot of water on 
me. My tee-shirt was really clinging to 
every inch of me. I guess I knew every¬ 
body could see everything, but I didn't 
care. It was so exciting standing up there 
in front of all those people like that. I just 
danced and danced and danced." 

When that record ended, another came 
on and more water was tossed at her, and 
by this time, she said, she was getting 
very turned on. Very very turned on. 

"The crowd was screaming at me. I was 
doing slow bumps and grinds and when I 


could see most of them under the wet tee- 
shirt. Then it came to be my turn and the 
fellow who was the announcer called me 
up on stage like it was the Johnny Carson 
Show and everyone applauded. The 
music was loud and it was the right beat 
and once I started moving, once they 
threw that water on my tee-shirt, all the 
people in the audience started screaming 
for me and I just got into it all." 

They screamed, she said, because they 
must have realised that she wasn't 
wearing anything underneath. 

"I guess I didn't know that you could 
keep your bikini bottom on if you wanted 
to. Anyway, the tee-shirt covered me 
there. Except it was wet so you could kind 
of see through it." 

The more she danced, the more the 
crowd seemed to like it. And, she said, the 


helped her get up enough courage to go 
into a small changing room and get out of 
her bikini. She was given a tee-shirt and 
she slipped it on. It was long enough that 
it came down to her knees, so when she 
came out of the changing room and lined 
up with the other girls, she didn't worry at 
all that she had not only left her bikini top 
in the changing room, she had also left the 
• bottom there as well. 

The eight girls in the contest that 
afternoon drew straws to see who would 
go first. Karen was number six. While she 
waited her turn, she watched the other 
girls and there was time enough for two 
more beers. By this time she was slightly 
anxious about the whole thing. 

"I watched as the other girls danced," 
she said, "and how they got all that water 
thrown across their tee-shirts and how you 
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Of course what you tell the management 
and what shows up to sleep in your room is 
another matter. Figure four to eight per 
room. Although fifteen is not unheard of. 

"We started out with four," said a guy 
named Chuck from St. Louis. "Me and my 
girl friend, and my buddy Steve and his 
girl friend. By the second night we had 
three girls in there with us, and one of 
them brought two guys back with her. 
One of those guys had a bottle of Scotch 
and although none of us got very drunk, 
one of the guys made it with one of the 
girls while we all sat around and 
watched." 

If you still haven't found a place by the 


put my hands up to my tits to feel them 
under the wet tee-shirt, everyone went 
wild. They yelled and applauded and I 
loved it. That's when I had the urge to rip 
my tee-shirt off and dance in front of them 
completely naked." 

She didn't think about it for very long. 

"I reached down and started to pull the 
tee-shirt up to my waist. I got it all the way 
up to my belly-button. And there I was. 
Everything was showing. I thought the 
noise was just too much. Everybody was 
screaming and yelling. They wanted me 
to take it all off. And before I knew what I 
was doing, I did. I yanked it over my head 
and pulled it off and danced for a few 


"They yelled and applauded and I loved it. That’s when I 
had the urge to rip my tee-shirt off and dance in front of 
them completely naked." 


seconds, totally naked, stark naked, I was 
nude in front of them. Then I just ran off 
the stage. God, what an experience." 

• • • 

Most people try to get reservations 
before coming to Lauderdale, but rooms 
fill up early on. Finding a place to 
sleep,however, is not all that difficult. 
What you do is walk up and down 'The 
Strip' and ask a lot of guestions, and 
eventually someone will know where 
there's a room — or at least some floor 
space. Even an empty bathtub that is big 
enough for two who don't mind sharing a 
pillow. Otherwise, hotels cost anywhere 
from $ 15 to $40 a night. And (at least when 
you check in!) you have to tell the 
management that it's only the two of you. 


time the bars close at 2 am, not to worry. 
The partying goes on all night. Finding a 
party is no tougher than simply sloping 
down to the local Howard Johnson's and 
walking down any hallway of any floor. 
The doors to the parties are always open. 
Everyone is welcome. Bringing your own 
something-to-gargle-with makes you 
even more welcome. 

The beach itself crowds up early in the 
morning. Hangover Cove. It seems the 
sooner you get to the beach, the easier it is 
to find a parking place. Not that there is 
all that much to do once you get there. 
Take a little sun. Burn your bum. Nap. 
Get tar all over your feet when you go in 
for a swim. Get into a frisbee game. It's 
Beach Blanket Bingo, '80s style. There 


was a 50s film called Where The Boys 
Are , about college girls in Florida — only 
now it's where the girls are too — and the 
girls are on the Pill. 

"You've got to live by the dart board 
theory of life," explained Vinnie, a senior 
from Penn State University. "What you do 
is walk up to the first ten girls you see on 
the beach and ask each one of them if they 
want to make it. Miss the bulls eye, throw 
another dart. Eventually you have to hit. 
Law of averages." 

Yet according to three guys from 
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Chicago, the beach is not the best place to 
pick up girls. 

"We've been coming down for the past 
three years," said Stu, who claimed to be 
a student of such things. "That makes us 
veterans of the 'spring scramble / Believe 
me, the beach is only for lying around to 
recover. Picking them up on the beach is 
like trying to pick up ski bunnies on the 
slopes. Nope. Best bet is to leave them 
alone there. Stalk them if you want to. Get 
a bead on them. Wave and smile. But 
don't make any moves until 4 o'clock." 

That's when the night life starts early. 


This is the time to start finding a friend. 
And strolling along A1A is where yoti find 
it all. Not only are the guys hanging out 
along 'The Strip', but the girls are there 
too because the guys are there because 
the girls are there. Etcetera. You can 
either walk straight up to the girls and say 
"Hi", or just stand on a corner and wait for 
a bunch of girls to cruise on by. If they like 
what they see, they'll stop. They're 
playing the dart board game too. 

'The Strip' is also the place to meet the 
local 'hawkers'. These are street vendors, 
South Florida style. They're the local 
Lauderdale versions of all those guys in 
Mexico who are supposed to elbow up to 
you offering "peeechures of my 


well . . . they blend in with the crowds. 

• • • 

Clothes are reguired on the street, but 
bikinis and roller skates are considered 
clothes. And because the parade goes on 
from 4 until the next morning, it doesn't 
take much to start a conversation. 

Lines overheard along 'The Strip': 

"Hi, can I borrow your skate key?" (The 
fellow didn't have skates, but the girl 
loaned him the key anyway.) 

"Tell me your fantasies and I'll see if I 
can find them for you." (The girl laughed 
at the guy, but she didn't walk away.) 

"I see we have something in common." 
(She asked what.) "We don't know each 
other." (Yet.) 


"I yanked it over my head and pulled it off and danced tor 
a few seconds, totally naked, stark naked, I was nude in 

front of them." 


seeeester." Except these guys move up 
and down 'The Strip' with a whispered 
chant. At first you might think they're 
rehearsing for some sporting event, 
mumbling a guiet, "Programs . . . hot-, 
dogs . . . souvenir albums ..." Then 
you listen better and you hear what 
they're really saying. "Coke . . . 
weed . . . pills . . . coke . . . weed . . . 
pills ..." The cops bust them as often as 
they can but this is Fort Lauderdale at 
Easter Break and they're back on the 
street in fifteen minutes. The cops also 
bust the very very very drunk kids and the 
extra extra extra rowdy crowd. As for the 
usual drunk and the normally rowdy, 


Anyone who doesn't fall in love along 
'The Strip' heads for some of the better 
spots. The Candy Store is a big bar with a 
live band downstairs and a swimming 
pool outfront. The 'Teeny-Weeny Bikini' 
Contest is held there every afternoon. But 
because the pool is right on the street, and 
because members of the blue-haired 
geriatric set occasionally walk on by, 
there isn't anything more to see than 
bikinis. On the other hand, those bikinis 
are usually the most expensive ones in 
any shop and you sit there wondering how 
so little can cost so much. After the 
contest, you can lie around the pool, 
smooch near the diving board, or play 
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Strip Backgammon, as long as no-one 
cheats. 

Further along is Summers. Here the 
pool is out the back, and here the 
afternoons get a little wild. Cash prizes go 
to girls who are the wildest. One of them 
was Brenda, a 20 year old brunette who 
happens to have been enrolled in one of 
America's military academies. 

"Don't say which one because I'd hate 
for anyone to find out. I mean after all, I 
don't think my superior officers would be 
too pleased if they ever heard that I 
danced in the 'Best Buns On The Beach' 
contest and showed everyone my ass." 

Lieutenant, you're out of uniform. The 
Army-Navy Game will never be the same! 

Then there's The Button, where inter¬ 
collegiate sports take on new meaning. 
University of Michigan girls versus 
University of North Carolina girls to see 
which team can add up to the biggest 
breast-wise. Go team go! That's followed 
by Pitt girls versus Kansas State girls 
doing very raunchy oral justice to a 
peeled banana. 

Not that everything in Lauderdale at 
Easter is a team sport. There are a few of 
the more classic individual disciplines 
left. But there are a few rules and 
regulations that need to be known before 
anyone starts to play. 

Firstly, the girls tend to run in packs. 
There's safety in numbers. On the other 
hand, that's helpful because the pretty 
ones look even prettier when they're 
standing next to the ugly ones, and vice 
versa. 

Secondly, the guys tend to run in 
packs. There's also courage in numbers. 

Thirdly, walking away from the other 
guys and splitting one of the girls out of 
the herd is about as difficult as breathing. 

Fourthly, there is a catch. Once you've 
found a friend, you have to find a place. 
The beach is officially closed at night, 
and sleeping there or screwing there is 
absolutely, strictly, formally and 
seriously forbidden — especially if you 
get caught. There are no park benches, 
and most guys never think to drive down 
in a VW camper. She's probably in a 
room with 15 girls and you could be in a 
room with 15 guys, and neither of you 
stand much chance on getting anywhere 
with, "Would you all please be kind 
enough to leave us alone for about 45 
minutes." 

You could, of course, decide that you 
don't care what your fifteen friends see, or 
what her fifteen friends see, or even 
better, you might suggest that her fifteen 
.friends also become your fifteen friends. 
If the dartboard theory is correct, who 
knows, some of them might even accept. 

Hotel broom closets are usually locked, 
and the ones that aren't tend to be 
uncomfortable — not to mention 
crowded. You sometimes have to wait in 
line to get to the hotel's roof. The lobby is 
definitely off. limits. And most phone 
booths light up when you shut the door. 
However, the cleverest survive. The rest 
go home with a lot of stories about the lays 
that got away. JS 
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Continued from page 30. 
get him excited. When I gave 
him his glass he whispered, 
"You are lovely, you know/' I 
didn't waste any time, I said: 

"Shall we go up to my 
room?" I skipped upstairs 
with him in close pursuit, and 
threw myself on the bed ready 
for him. He stripped off his 
clothes in a hell of a hurry and 
dived onto the bed, with his 
penis at the ready — it was 
huge! He lifted my legs onto 
his shoulders, and wham! His 
knob was out of this world, it 
stretched the lips of my cunt 
to their full extent. He got it 
so far up me. His cock was 
twice the size of my 
husband's, I have never been 
stretched so far by a man's 
knob before. He brought me 
to an incredible climax, I was 
screaming and shouting out 
loud, and then I felt him going 
faster and faster and he shot 
his load up me. 

We parted with lingering 
kisses, he promised to be 
back soon. He hasn't returned 
yet, but I'm still hoping. — 
Sandra, Ipswich. 

Knickers For Two 

I have just laid my hands on 
your Volume 12 Number 7, 
and I was pleased to read the 
letter from J.H. of Oxford. I'm 
glad to find out that I'm not 
the only man in Britain to 
wear knickers. 


I first wore knickers when I 
was 14 years old. It happened 
like this, the elastic in my 
underpants had snapped and 
they kept slipping down. I 
told my sister (16 and very 
pretty) what had happened 
during the school dinner 
hour, she had just finished 
P.E. and was wearing her P.E. 
pants under her skirt. So, she 
gave me her knickers to wear. 

I have worn knickers ever 
since, and they turn on my 
girlfriend as well as me. 
Sometimes she asks me to put 
on her bra, knickers, 
suspender belt, garter and 
stockings — all in black. She 
goes mad, she takes my 
knickers off and I take hers 
off, and she just loves being 
fucked doggy style because 
she feels the stockings rubb¬ 
ing against the milky white 
skin of her bottom. I'll never 
regret the day I started wear¬ 
ing knickers. — A.D., Man¬ 
chester. 

Fanny Filling 

My wife, Liz, is a dental assis¬ 
tant and, as far as one patient 
is concerned, she appears to 


have found an enjoyable 
remedy for all those nerves 
suffered by this particular 
person. He is a middle-aged 
gentleman, (a company direc¬ 
tor, Liz thinks), and at his se¬ 
cond visit of many he placed 
his left hand on the arm rest of 
the dentist's chair. 

Nothing strange in that, ex¬ 
cept Liz wears a mini length, 
tight-fitting tunic, buttoned 
up the front. Thus, the tunic 
has a tendency to pull on the 
buttons — revealing a hint of 
white tights and panties. On 
the occasions Liz has to lean 
over this gentleman patient, 
his hand nestles just about 
where Liz's fanny is located. 
At first, all very harmless. 

Then, on the third or so 
visit, the penny must have 
dropped and — lo and behold 
— Liz found, (to her pleasant 
surprise), that his finger 
would roam. At first, it played 
with the edge of the tunic. 
Then a button. Then, with Liz 
making no sound of objection, 
the finger actually began to 
tickle her fancy! All this with 
the dentist apparently 
unaware! 

His most ambitious move 
came the other day when the 
fingers slipped a button un¬ 
done and his hand actually, 
slipped in to provide the 
satisfied Liz with the neatest 
piece of fanny massage she's 
ever enjoyed in her days as a 
dental assistant! Liz now 
wonders whether, on his next 
visit, her gentleman will 
adroitly ease tights and pan- 
ties down! Liz asks — can you 
get 'it' on the National 
Health!?! — D. W., Chelsea. 

Cupboard Love 

I must tell you about the most 
enjoyable conquest I've made 
for ages. It happened at work. 
I'm a barman at a pub in Lin¬ 
coln. It all took place at our 
Christmas party last year, 
which we held after closing 
time on the Saturday before 
Christmas. We kicked most of 
the customers out except a 
select group of regulars and 
people that we'd invited to the 
party, who we ushered into a 
back room until the rest of the 
pub was clear, then we took 
them back into the main bar 


and started the party. The pub 
is a cellar bar, so we had no 
fears about detection from the 
local constabulary. They had 
been invited anyway. 

There was a real mixture of 
people at the party — all the 
staff from the pub and their 
various girlfriends and 
boyfriends, friends of the 
landlord, some other local 
landlords and some brewery 
reps. I had to spend half an 
hour serving drinks, then I 
could spend half an hour 
socialising, then back behind 
the bar for half an hour, etc. 

One woman caught my eye. 
I'd never seen her before, she 
was the wife of one of the 
brewery reps. They'd come 
down from Yorkshire for the 
party and were staying the 
night locally. She looked 
about thirty-five, she was 
black-haired and had a very 
promising figure, with good- 
sized tits and a lovely narrow 
waist — not to mention great 
legs, which were very much 
on display beneath her slit 
skirt. 

When I first noticed her I 
was serving behind the bar, 
and she gave me a sly smile as 
I served her husband with a 
round of drinks. I heard her 
introduced as Tina. Hubbie 
was making strenuous efforts 
to chat up other landlords, 
and she was getting somewhat 
left out of the conversation. I 
grinned at her whenever I 
could, and was pleased to see 
that I got answering smiles. 

My stint behind the bar 
finished at last, and I discreet¬ 
ly joined the group around 
Tina and her husband. I 
didn't say anything, I just 
stood behind her pretending 
to be interested in what was 
being said. Suddenly I felt a 
hand caressing my bum, I 
looked down to see Tina's left 
hand snaking around behind 
me. She wasn't looking at me, 
she too was giving the impres¬ 
sion of listening to her hus¬ 
band droning on and on. I 
moved closer to her, so that I 
was standing almost directly 
behind her, and she had to 
take her hand away. I moved 
my hand over her bum, and 
slid it down between her legs. 
Her response was to open her 
legs slightly, and I was 
pushing my fingers through 
the material of her skirt almost 
into her twat. 

I knew that I had to act now 
or else I would lose this op¬ 
portunity. At the back of the 
Continued on page 64.. 



"Frankly, I'm pissed off 
with Captain Scott and his amnesia. 
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KNAVE’S AMATEUR MODEL OF THE MONTH 

Her favourite bedside book is The Perfumed Garden. “I love 
all that ‘Moon of My Delight’ stuff,” she insisted. “And the 
way it’s written, going into all the most intimate details 
without ever sounding crude. It always makes me feel 
randy.” Is it well thumbed? — we asked. She blushed 
prettily. The book! — we explained. A moment of confusion 
passed safely. The session started slowly and tentatively. 
Then, over lunch, we started swapping stories. Inevitably sex 
featured largely. Risque is the word. Ribald is another one. 
We love it when we talk dirty. By the way girls, when you 
send your photos in — why not suggest a setting yourself? 

No promises (and no trips to Hawaii) but we’ll do our best for 
you. 
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A STAR FOR A DAY 


Experience a little glamour under the lights 
and prove you’re as good as our other models. 
As our Amateur Model of the Month you’ll be 
the star of a photo-session shot by a profes¬ 
sional photographer in a fully equipped studio 
— and with a top make-up artist in atten¬ 
dance. So come on girls, send us three recent 
pictures of yourself (preferably nude) with your 
name and address included. Your modelling 
fee will be £150 — and there’s a further £25 for 
the enterprising photographer who brings you 
to our attention. Let’s hear from you now. 
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Continued from page 40. 
bar there were two rooms, one 
was a big kitchen, the other 
was a rest room for the staff. It 
was a very small room, little 
more than a cupboard, with 
two or three armchairs and a 
small table, and nothing else 
apart from a radio. I moved 
alongside Tina, held her hand 
for a second, and beckoned 
her to follow me, then I slip¬ 
ped away to this rest room. A 
minute later she joined me, it 
was so dark and smoky in the 
bar that hopefully nobody had 
noticed her sneaking off. 

By the time she had joined 
me in the rest room I was nak¬ 
ed and spread out in one of 
the armchairs. She stood look¬ 
ing at me for a few seconds, 
then turned and locked the 
door. We were alone together 
— in a cold and dingy cup¬ 
board with not a bed in sight! 
Still, there was plenty of room 
for improvisation. She came 
close to me, then straddled 
me, sitting on my thighs. Lazi¬ 
ly, she started playing with 
my balls, and she told me to 
undress her. 

I started with her stockings, 
(not tights, I was glad to see), 
and then I pulled her dress 
over her head. She was wear¬ 
ing gorgeous pink under¬ 
wear, a really glamorous bra 
and a skimpy pair of pants. I 
nuzzled her tits, enjoying the 
feeling of the texture of the 
material, before removing it 
and her panties. There was 
nothing between my fingers 
and her cunt this time, so I 
gently eased two up her, 
while at the same time I rubb¬ 
ed her clitty with my thumb. 


With my other hand I was 
delicately tracing the outline 
of her lips, her nose, her 
eyebrows and her chin, 
before moving down to caress 
her nipples, quickly stiffening 
them. 

Meanwhile, she was play¬ 
ing with my cock, wanking it 
hard, so much so that I was 
almost ready to come. She 
moved her body up mine so 
that she was sitting on my ribs 
instead of on my thighs, then 
she raised herself and guided 
my prick into her twat. I didn't 
have to do any work, she just 
bounced up and down until I 
came, and she followed suit 
soon afterwards, stretching 
out and arching her back as 
she did so, yelling out, "Oh, 
God, I've needed this, you 
don't know how much I've 
needed this!" All very flatter¬ 
ing, but I was scared shitless 
that someone would hear the 
noises and investigate. 

After her orgasm had died 
away, she rested in my arms 
for a few minutes, then 
jumped up and put her 
clothes on in a hurry, saying, 
"I must get back, or I'll be 
missed." She gave me a 
quick, hard kiss, unlocked the 
door, and dashed out. I got up 
and locked the door again, in 
case anyone burst in, and 
slowly got dressed. What a 
woman! She had been a great 


screw, and it was even more 
thrilling knowing that her 
husband was standing next 
door, totally unaware of what 
was going on! — Colin, Lin¬ 
coln. 

Hole In The Wall 

Although our sex life has 
always seemed okay, my wife 
lulie and I have found a way 
to make it even better. We'd 
often talked about swapping, 
group sex and so on, but 
never seriously. Then one day 
she confided that her boss was 
always chatting her up and 
had suggested she went away 
with him for the weekend. I 
soon realised she was quite 
tempted with the idea of hav¬ 
ing sex with him, so I sug¬ 
gested that she bring him 
back to our flat instead of go¬ 
ing away with him. She'd ad¬ 
mitted having fantasies about 
people watching her getting 
fucked — and so that's how we 
planned it. 

I drilled a secret hole in the 
wall so that I could see the 
couch in our front room from 
the kitchen and, on the big 
night, hid in the garden until I 
felt they'd had time to settle 
down on the couch. Then I 
crept into the kitchen as 
quietly as I could and put my 
eye to the spy hole. 

They were already kissing 
and as I watched he started 


fondling her tits through her 
loose top. I knew she wasn't 
wearing a bra, and I saw him 
start with surprise when he 
discovered this. Her top came 
off almost at once and he 
began tweaking her lovely, 
large nipples. I could see all 
this quite clearly, and when 
he started sucking on them I 
found myself getting as ex¬ 
cited as they obviously were. 

He soon had his hand up 
her skirt, slowly at first until 
he found she wasn't wearing 
any knickers either, after 
which he became more confi¬ 
dent. He pulled her skirt right 
up around her waist and prob¬ 
ed and explored her cunt with 
his fingers, meanwhile kissing 
her fiercely and squeezing 
her nippies with his other 
hand. Now Julie took a hand 
and unzipped his trousers, 
revealing his prick. He is only 
a small man, but he has the 
largest prick I have ever seen. 

Julie likes a long work-up 
before she starts fucking, and 
before she was ready he was 
frantic — obviously dying for 
it. They got down onto the 
carpet, luckily still in view of 
my spyhole, and he slipped 
his massive prick between her 
wet and swollen cunt lips and 
penetrated her deeply. The 
action was hidden from me 
but I could tell by his rapidly 
thrusting hips and their lustful 
grunts that he knew how to 
use this monster erection. 

It was all over very quickly 
and they stopped for a rest. 
But he was very quickly ram¬ 
pant again, and this time he 
made her mount him. This 
was marvellous because it 
gave me a clear view of the 
action, as her back was 
towards me. It was a lovely 
sight as she slid her cunt 
down the length of his prick 
and he pulled the cheeks of 
her bum apart to hold her 
cunt open. In fact, the sight of 
it ramming into her as the lips 
clung to the shaft turned me 
on so much I wanked myself 
off on the spot. 

He told her later that he 
hadn't had a woman for mon¬ 
ths, which explains how he 
managed to fuck her three 
times in all. He didn't leave 
until 2.30 am and I ached 
from having to stand still so 
long, afraid that he might 
hear me. But it was an amaz¬ 
ing experience for me, and 
Julie admitted that knowing 
that I was watching turned her 
on even more. — G.K., Carli¬ 
sle. j m 
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Requires attractive girls 
for nude modelling 

For further details ring Sandy 
in our Photographic Department 
on 01-328 5641 between 10 and 5 
Monday to Friday 


BE SEDUCED 

Beautiful girls feature in our 
glamour black and white 
photo sets. Send £2.00 
payable to: 

Fontessa Publications Ltd. 
Box No. 312 
• Witham 
Essex 




Plus exciting new 

SPANKING 

video films. 

Send 25p for 

Illustrated Colour Leaflets 
and judge for yourself! 

le mail 

(k) 69 Long Lane, 
London EC1A 9EJ 


How to get 
the most in 

SEXUAL 

AIDS 

simply, easily, 
discreetly 


If you’ve ever wanted to experiment, to try 
without fuss or embarrassment, our catalogue is 
a must / Fully illustrated, packed with the latest 
products from around the world. 

It’s designed for the timid and the bold ... with an 
enormous range of ideas. From the latest sheaths 
to inventive, complex sexual aids. 

Everything sent discreetly in plain pack. There’s 
no embarrassment in opening up a whole new 
world of sexual experiences. And we offer full 
money refund guarantee. 

75p for 18 page illustrated catalogue and details of 
special FREE offers. Or send for sampler of inter¬ 
national sheaths: £4 10 plus catalogue FREE. 


j me my fully-illustrated catalogue - 
lame _ 



fast. 


enclose 75p or £4.10 ■ 

A&E Sales, I 

442 Hoe Street, I 

Leyton, London El7 9AH. 

(Dept A&E). K| I 





BUTTERFLY 779 

Straps snugly and discreetly 
against the vagina and clitoriJT 
This special vibrator for the 
adventurous will excite you 
wherever you are whenever you 
want it, giving more moments of 
extasy than you’ve ever 
d reamed of. £6 ■ 95 


VIBRATING 
VAGINA 219 

A super stimulatory 
device for the single 
male. The built in motor 
causes the latex body to 
pulsate intensively, 
transferring the 
vibrations to the inserted 
penis in a highly erotic 
way - leading to a very 
satisfactory climax. 
Complete with 
sensitising lubricant. 



£14.95 


EXCIT0RS 

Slim-Stim 111 

A slimmer head for even more exciting 
approaches anywhere. Everybody loves 
its sleek vibrations. £3.50 

Multi-Speed 114 

A quality massager with built in control 
to vary the speed and intensity of its 
vibrations from the lowest purr to the 
fastest buzz. £4.50 

Monster Multi-Speed 121 

A full 10" for kingsize excitement. This 
luxury model has a simulated leather 
handgrip and variable speed control 

£5.75 

De Luxe Monster 128 

With black hand grip and sensuous 
gold head, this de luxe version of the 
Monster Multi-Speed is the ultimate 
status symbol. £6.75 

Stimulant 138 

This is the ‘de luxe’ version of the 
standard 7" vibrator. Of quality con¬ 
struction, it is both quiet and powerful 
in use. £4.25 

Mini-Stim 142 

A miniature of the best selling 
‘Stimulant’ — its slender 5" length is 
ideal to carry in purse or pocket. £2.50 

143 

Complete with sleeve kit £4.25 



v CLIMACTOR: 

t 



For men - a superb 
model with a specially 
sculptured soft interior ‘screw’ 
profile for an extra turn-on. It also 
has its own integral vibrator for 
powerful stimulation. £9.95 


FRENCH TICKLERS 
601/602 

Women love these erotic sheaths. 
The added profiles of soft latex 
help to heighten the sensitivity of 
the vaginal tract. Eight different 
shapes — all reusable. 

601 Four different £2.50 

602 ALL EIGHT for £3.95 



PHEROMONEX 
FOR MEN432 

Attracts women 
without them being 
aware of it. 

Get to first base 
every time with the 
undetectable female 
attractant 
PHEROMONEX - 
the scent that 
sexually attracts 
women without them 
even being aware of it. 
Less than 10% of 
men have a high 
natural pheromone 
level. For the rest the 
mating game has 
always been hard 
work - until now. 
NowPHEROMONEX 
is available to men in 
a handy aerosol 
container - enough 
to last months. 

£11-50 



SUPERIA SUPPLIES, PO Box 424, HOVE, East Sussex BN3 1EU 

Registered in England 1697892 Tradeenquiries invited. 


| lar 


—s 


I am over 18. Please rush me the following items, post free, under plain cover. 
I enclose PO/cheque for p 

IA/ ritfi m i m Ka r in Kav/ ^ 


Write code number in box 


Name... 
Address. 


“Foreign orders welcome - please add 20% for overseas 
Postage costs. Full catalogue of marital aids included with all 
orders (or send stamp). 


|_SUPERIASUPPLIES(K7), PO Box 424, HOVE, East Sussex BN31EUJ 






















































































































an,'Mrs. Pharoah to you —and Grannie to 
'n royal family eventually died out and it's 
a mummy! To be honest, we only called the 
d she's a blonde. It's amazing what you can 

PHOTOGRAPHED BY SIMON JOAD 
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ever had the pleasure of 


Would we 


L-- A .fc, V 

lie to you? When she 


HHlrf T 

I steamed in to our offices as one 



1 of the best Amateurs we’ve 


1 ^ k. 


































we swore 

we’d bring her back as soon as 
humanely possible (well, the Editor 
needs his sleep). So here she is, the 
undisputed star of The Yodelling 
Milkmaid Coffee Bar. When she 
walks through the door the juke 
box lights up, the pinball tilts and 
the one armed bandit makes 
obscene gestures at the wall. She / 
can make a milk shake just by / 
looking at it. 5'1" tall and / 
40-22-36, Josie is precisely the 
right shape for a nostalgic 50s / 

feature. Except that she wasn’t 
even born when that pinball / 
first started ringing bells. Oh / 

dear, pass the Phyllosan, / 

Millicent ... / 
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V WAIT/ DONT MOVE, 1 
f MV PRECIOUS —■ 
THERE'S A HORRIBLE , 

slimy little fucker 

. BEHIND YOU/ > 


r Wff/ 

IM HO/VIE 
MV LITTLE 
PTERAPACTYl 


THAIS MY 
MOTHER/ 


0H...ER...PL£ASED7D\ 
MEET YOU. I OFTEN I 
WONDERED WHERE MM 
my wife ear her Mm 

w LOOKS... 

FUCK 
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F YOU HAVE TD LOOK AT 
THE PROBLEM RATIONALLY 
fundamentally and ^ 
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PSYCHOLOGICAL / HO/. 
IMPLICATIONS. YOU? 


HOW DO r 
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. BAT ?. , 


r GOOD > 
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BUGGER OFF 
SHITFACE OR 
I'LL HIT YOU 
k WITH THIS 
^ ROCK. > 
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HUNTING PARTY} WHAT > 
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—n MAMMOTH? 
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know about video, 
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^ / / / / / / Knave has"" had morfj 

/ / / / / / ( rock music coverage than 

/ J / A ( usual in recent issues. We did 

J/ our bit orTrock ; n' roll's new girls in Vol. 14 
No 12. and we discovered what happened to some long-forgotten 
^ names in Vol. 15 No. 3. Now these and others were all fine, interesting 
pieces, but thpy didn't havetoo much in the way of. well, sex appeal. We think we may have 
found something to redress the balance ... a band called True Life Confessions. They're not 

exactly clean family entertainment. Rupert Metcalf digs up the details. 



in the band don't exactly go in 
for conservative dress, either, 
especially guitarist 'Swot' - 
whose party trick is to appear as 
a nude Santa. Drummer Kenny 
Harris borrows from the same 
seasonal theme, he does an 
impersonation of Neasden soul 
singer Mari Wilson singing 
"Just What I Always 
Wanted" - using an upside- 
down Santa beard on his head 


S outh London rock band 
True Life Confessions 
thought they had made it 
big when they clinched the 
support band billing on the 
Slade Christmas 1982 tour. 
Backing crowd pullers lilte 
Slade would, they felt, lift them 
a few levels above the pub and 
club circuit that they had been 
accustomed to. Things didn't 
quite work out as plannned . . . 


As these pictures indicate, 
you're slightly more likely to see 
a pair or two of tits at a True Life 
Confessions gig than you are at 
a Nolan Sisters concert. Red- 
haired Helen April and 
French African chanteuse 
Army Salvetti sometimes wear 
Girl Guide uniforms or kinky 
leather numbers, but more often 
than not they end up wearing 
not very much at all. The guys 


as beehive hairdo like Mari's! 
The other band members are 
John Dummer — formerly of 
Darts - Chris Lucas and Phil 
Sewell. 

They perform songs like "Sex 
Slave" — with suitable visual 
embellishments, as you can see. 
But one of the highlights of the 
concerts comes when Helen 
smothers herself with spaghetti. 
She told me a couple of months 
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Hammersmith Odeori again. 
This was bad news for most of 
the Odeon staff, who had taken 
time off from their duties to 





are now queueing round the 
block to get into their pub gigs. 
Some venues have taken a 
similar line to the Hammersmith 
Odeon and said 'Don't call us, 
we'll call you/ but others have 
been more than welcoming, 
thinking of their cash registers. 
Some places have told the 
band, though, to "clean up their 
mess!" 

Their single "Don't Call Me 
Chickenhead" was released in 
February, and a follow-up 
should be available soon. 

They'll be touring England, and 
then maybe Europe later in the 
year. Watch out . . . they could 
be in your local soon. •£ 


watch the band. Frank Lea was 
so upset that he nearly picked a 
fight with Morris Jones. But 
nothing could change the 
decision of the men with the 
power, and a somewhat 
distressed and embarrassed 
Slade had to look for a new 
support act. 

Helen told me that the 
management had refused to let 
the band appear again even if 
they cleaned up their act, they 
were "disgusting," she was told. 
Still, the resultant publicity has 
not entirely harmed the band. 
According to Helen, punters 
























■ you were lucky enough to meet 

■ iTia in the street, (sorry-can't 

■ 1 tell you which one), you might 
well assume her to be wearing a 
no-bra bra of the finest gossamer. 
She must be wearing something, no 
one can look so up-lifted without 
support, surely? Nope, she wears 
no-bra-at-all. And in these stunning 


pix by the great K. K. Jones, (he of the lustful lens and 
flattering patter), you can see what we mean. They 
thrust and pert all on their own, defying gravity and 
description. Remarkable. 

Tia herself, as we failed to mention when she starred 
in our much vaunted Christmas Special, is an Art 
Student from the London area but... er... studying 

















out of town. Can’t be too specific. We have to be so careful, you see. We can’t 
have you bursting in on her Life Class and offering your all in the cause of Art 
Appreciation. In this business you can look but you can’t touch - all you see 
is all you get. Only in Tia’s case, all you see is probably more than 
you could handle anyway ... 
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Shivani came to us 
(from Coventry) as one 
of our Amateur models, 
a week after last 
month’s little (!) 
cracker, Josie Ross. 
The Editor was in a 
quandary (instead of 
the pub) because we 
can’t squeeze two 
Amateurs into one 
issue. So Josie got the 
Amateur spot and 
Shivani had to become 
a Professional on the 
strength of her first 
photo-session. Why? 
Well, the word gets 
around very fast in this 
business, and since 
then Shivani has 
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worked for two other 
magazines-at least! 
So we daren’t call her 
an Amateur any more. 
But we’re prepared to 
swear, on the Kama 
Sutra no less, that this 
is her very first photo¬ 
session - okay? But not 
the last, we’ve shot her 
again ourselves 
(coming soon, as they 
say). She’s 20 years 
old, enjoyed it so much 
she’s becoming a 
stripper, and she’s one 
of the sexiest girls 
we’ve met in a long 
time — believe, believe! 
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How about returning from this 
year's holiday with some decent 
pictures for a change? Some 


CORFU - JULY/AUGUST 

























CRETE - SEPTFMRfd 
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SEPTEMBER 


most people can get into the mood. 
Despite, or maybe because of, the fact 
that you know her so well she might 
actually be nervous. Put her at her ease, 
flatter her, tell her how good she 
looks-and she will. 

Get her involved. Freezing into a pose 
for minutes at a time whilst someone 
tinkers with his F stops isn't just boring, 
it can be bloody uncomfortable. Get her 
enthusiastic about the eventual results- 
better still get her to suggest the pose 
herself. And keep talking, you have to 
establish a rapport between you. 

A genuinely natural pose almost invari¬ 
ably looks sloppy To get that relaxed look 
takes a lot of hard work. The basic points 
to remember are; stomachs look better 
when they're held in; chests should be 


point directly at 
distorted. Also watch out for sun in 
eyes making her squint, trees in 
background growing out of the top of 
head and shadows giving her double 
chins or five o'clock shadow. 

But by the time you've finally got her 
into precisely the right pose she'll 
probably have cramp and the next day 
she'll ache all over. Especially if she finds 
it hard to follow your instructions. 

You can see what she looks like, she 
can't. "Move your leg forward," is a 
pretty stupid thing to say when you think 
about it -with a choice of two she's 
quite likely to move the wrong one. And 
it's all your fault. Think about your 
instructions before you give them and 


then make them as clear as possible. 
And if you think she's getting tired or 
irritable, tell her to remember the pose 
and relax for a minute. Then start 
afresh-with better results. 

I'm assuming you both want to take 
some sexy shots, though how sexy is 
between you, your conscience and your 
local chemists shop. 'Naturists' pic¬ 
tures-completely nude in the open air— 
can look really good. Rather like the 'art 
studies' that nude photographers used to 
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of cloth. A photographer friend of mine 
was telling me that a particular model 
arrived in his studio with a very sexy 
buckskin style dress on; no bra and a 
very short skirt. She looked great. All 
day long she was working in his studio 
doing topless glamour shots. All day long 
he was looking at her tits - working with 
them you might say-and very nice they i 
were too. He looked at them and shot 
them from all angles. Then they finished, I 
she got dressed-and he sii ri denl vfnunri I 
he was trying to glimpse thMa^pH^ 
neck of her dress. Once they'd ¥eenj 
(half) covered up again he found them all I 
the more fascinating. I 

You only have to glance at Bill's, and I 
Liv's, pictures to see that half dressed! 
can be twice as sexy-and if you need! 
any more convincing, look through the! 
rest of the magazine. 

Finally-make-up and hair. Windswept 
hair can look good, sunburnt noses don't. 
Your model will know more about make¬ 
up than you, so leave it to her. But don't 
be afraid to suggest a little more here, or 4 
a little less there-as iohg cis you make 
the point that you aren't criticising her 
normal make-up (which is of course 
immaculate) only this is special make- 


CORFU - JULY/AUGUST 


take in the 50s if done well. If done badly 
they are completely unsexy and not 
particularly attractive. 

For reasons I won't go into because 
I'm not sure I entirely understand them, 
the female form divine looks more erotic 
with a few, strategically placed scraps 


up . . . Unless you make a habit of 
bringing battery powered hair rollers in 
your beach hamper, there isn't much you 
can do about her hair-except comb it. 
You'd be surprised at the number of 
would-be photographers who forget this 
little detail. 


Having said all that, I realise that I 
might well have taken all the fun out of 
it. And the candid snaps I mentioned 
earlier are certainly more fun. But have 
another look at these professional 
holiday snaps and ask yourself whether 
it isn't all worth a little extra trouble?* 
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AMATEUR MODEL OF THE 
MONTH 


Rachel comes from up 
Lincolnshire way, and has 
only been married a few 
months — so we thought 
we’d try a few Close 
Encounters of the Nuptial 
Kind. Doesn’t she look sweet! 
And what a sexy little smile 
— looks like Terry, her 
husband, is on a permanent 
promise. She’s nineteen years 
old and 5'3" tall, has a 
perfect 34-23-34 figure and 
likes cats. She also likes 
cream herself and does a 
marvellous job for the Milk 
Marketing Board in Caught 
In The Act (pages 8 & 9) — 
plus extraordinary things to a 
cream cake. Would-be 
Amateur Models 
please note . . . 
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HAVE YOU GOT 
STAR QUALITY? 

Ever fancied yourself as a model? 
Think you’ve got what it takes? 

Well, it won’t cost you a fortune to 
find out — and it could net you £150 
plus expenses. 

Simply fill in the form below and send 
it in with three recent colour photos 
of yourself, with at least one featuring 
you in the nude. If you’re successful 
there’s a £25 prize for the person who 
took these pictures of you, and well 
invite you up to London for a day’s 
modelling. 

We’ll build a special set in our studio 
(you might even like to suggest an 
idea yourself), provide some lascivious 
lingerie, make sure there’s a make-up 
artist to help you look your best and 
provide a professional photographer 
to take some gloriously sexy photos of 
you. A real day to remember, so let’s 
hear from you now! 

MODEL’S NAME (Block letters 

please) •••••••••••••••••••• 


MODEL’S SIGNATURE. 

• ••••••••••••••••••••••••• 

MODEL’S DATE OF BIRTH. 


PHOTOGRAPHER’S NAME (Block 
letters ple<ise)••••••••••••••• 


| ADDRESS. 

i 

i 

•••••••••••••••••••••••a** 

| PHOTOGRAPHER’S SIGNATURE 

i 

i 

■ •••••••••••••#•#•••••••••• 

! DATE (Please give day, month & 
| year).. 

i 

! WITNESS (Not Photographer). . . 

i 

i 

•••••••••••••••••••••••••* 

i Send to Knave Amateur Model 
! Feature, 252 Belsize Road, London 
ill NW6 4BT. 

I 


117 



























WELL, SINCE rrfe 
IN SUCH A GOOP 

\ cause; slug. 


tP REALLY LIKE\JU- '< -L 
A SABRE-TOOTHED fZ^Z~IZT^A 

tiger skin rug. J jgflLBSgfiyt^ 

V-7T SASTARDS WITH 

^ I /I TEETH/HOW ABOUT 

f \ A/MOLESKIN > 
RUG ? 


lYS MY BIRTHDAY 
TOMORROW, SLUG . 
HAVE YOU GOT MY 
^PRESENT VET? j 


f CANTF/NP £ 
AN ANACONPA 
r ANYWHERE r- 


7 I EITHER WANT ~ 
A TIGER SKIN RUG 
OR A NICE ROMANTIC 
^ PAY ALONE y 

WITH YOU. ^ 


' HAH/THIS IS WHERE \ 
IT LIVES AND, SINCE > 
ITS BEEN OUT HUNTING 
ALL NIGHT IT'LL BE j 
. FAST ASLEEP/ 


W DARLING, THIS IS 
r ALL A MISUNDERSTANDING^ 
AND TO PROVE MY TRUST IN 
YOUR SENSE OF DECENCY 
YOU KNOW WHAT X'M / 


SABRE- ’ 
TOOTHED 
t TIGER. 
L WHY?> 


...THEN IT TURNS OUT 
THE FUCKERS AN 
INSOMNIAC. NEARLY 
HAD MY BALLS OFF 


YOU CANT SLEEP 
NOW/WAKE UR 
YOU BASTARP/ j 
EAT MS'] y 


JUST A 
SEC, WHAT 
KIND OF 
PRESS IS 
, THAT'p > 






































































































There's a real boom going on in the world of cookbooks these days. Here's a brief glimpse of 
the more unusual ones that might escape your attention, from Jonathan Clements. 


not surprising that many of 
the top porn stars are first- 
rate cooks. 

If you possibly can, 
ignore the flippant names 
of some of their dishes 
(doubtless dreamed up by 
their PR man in a fit of 
delerium tremens), such as 
"Beef Tongue A La 
Lovelace", "Bearded 

Clams", Breast Of Chick 
Au Gratis", and " Love 
Mussels in White Cream 
Sauce". The recipes in this 
book are remarkably good, 
and are designed not only 
for sexy situations but for 
any situation — especially 
if you are a working couple 
with limited time in the 
kitchen. 

BY ALBERTO GOLDFINCH 


aking blue 
movies isn't all 
A. f JL tonguing and 
tinsel, say the sexy stars 
who contributed to this 
juicy book. Most of the time 
is spent in waiting for a 
scene to be set up, figuring 
out camera angles, 
checking dialogue, finding 
the cameraman, etc. "All 
that waiting tends to get you 
uptight and bored, so 
you're always hungry," 
declares Georgina 
Pelvins. And Marilyn 
Champers adds: "After a 
heap of fucking and 
sucking, I'm usually 
starved for a good heap of 
lasagna, or a chip buj:ty." 
So good food and good sex 
go naturally together. It's 
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Hiuiitiutioii by jo# Wright 


"Beans, beans, they're 
good tor the heart: the 
more you eat them, 
more you {art. 


the 


A lfred Lord Tenny¬ 
son penned these 
immortal words 
way back in 1861 , and 
they're just as true today. 
Peggoty Moonglow, author 
of the "l Like To Get 
Headaches" Cookbook and 
the "l Like To Throw Up" 
Cookbook, has really 


outdone herself i 

gathering the finest bean 
recipes in the world. Along 
with the traditional recipes, 
you can try "Kidney And 
Broad Beans In Sarsa¬ 
parilla" "Navy Bean "n 
Beer Soup," and 
"Tarrablast!" the Mexican 
jumping-bean casserole 
that works for days. 
Included are several 
recipes to build you up for 
farting contests and freak- 
shows at fairs. 


I LIKE TO FART 




COOKBOOK 

BY PEGGOTY MOONGLOW 


uthentic flam¬ 
enco cooking 
turns out to be 
an offshoot of flamenco 
dancing, and has the same 
ire and passion. You cook 
he food by dancing on it 
with hot stones attached to 
your shoes. Meats are 
cooked rare, medium or 
well-done according to the 
intensity of y OU r dance 


steps.. Flamenco cooking 
doesn t pretend to be at all 
subtle, and doesn't boast a 
very wide range of dishes, 
out it has an earthy 
uninhibited, gutsy quality 
w at “ ver y satisfying. 
Many flamenco cooks also 
claim that the dancing- 
keeps their weight down, so 

they c an eat just about 

anything. 


J 


T he hottest, spiciest 
cuisine in the 
world. "It makes 
Mexican chili peppers taste 
like tapioca," says author 
Yoo. Gunpowder cooking 
is almost as old as the 
invention of gunpowder 
itself, but Mr. Yoo isn't 
concerned much with 
tradition. Instead, he gives 
us the modern version of 
Chinese Gunpowder 
cooking that started during 
World War II, when 
millions of food packages 
were dumped on China. 


Most of the food was canned 
or powdered and, to the 
Chinese palate, inedible. 
Rather than starve to death, 
they took the only other 
ingredient they had, 
gunpowder, sprinkled it 
liberally on the food, put a 
match to it and blew it up. 
The explosion sears food on 
the outside, whilst 
retaining all the juice and 
flavours inside. Author 
Yoo's final word on this 
fiery and exciting cuisine: 
"Keep a tight lid or you'll 
have a mess in the kitchen." 
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Mairunecookbook 


r , , uumentic that you'll 
reel like you're 25,000 feet 
up in the air, jetting along 

BMP n gged panic - 
hUACs Quentin Thrall 

contributes his in f am ous 

Chicken In Emulsified 

Sauce , teaching you the 

delicate art of separating 

the fat globules from the 

w atery gravy and 

suspending them in oily 

nver water. Also included 

are details of making , 

imitation au gratin crusts 

that keep indefinitely, and 

can be used as toppings for 

anything. There's a big 

section on how to make 

those cute little foil cups of 




BY PHINEAS FLINGBOW 


Jockstrap- cooking can 

, e unusually subtle and 

easily obtainable. lock 
strap cleaning ^ 

maintenance * * 

simply P°P 1 

washing machine. 


edited by LOLITA MAINSTAY 
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r he world's greatest ■ 
psychics, c ^ air " * 
voyants and med- ■ 
ms teach you all 1 
Z to cook with your I 
ind You can actually I 
will" entire meals and I 
iS ty snacks without even 
Duelling a pot or pan. In 
his curious tome, you can | 
ead about HeathcliHe 
/Tan, a Glasgow caterer 
who dreams about pre- 
oaring lavish smorgas¬ 
bord buffets and wakes to 

discover they're actuahy 

done, but in another city. 
Dr Zeitgeist shows you ho 
... ^ telle to a lost ot 


PARAPSYCOOKERY 


by WALDORF ZEITGEIST 


BOOK 

RY ihmai i.._ 


T he charming simp¬ 
licity of cannibal 
cookery serves as 
the starting point of a 
thorough investigation of 
the classic dishes of 
Darkest Africa. From an 
expedition made by the late 
Professor Hawk (he was 
eaten alive at Grimsby on 
his return), we learn how to 
make " Roast Leg Of Cyril 
With Basil And Rosemary", 


"Baked Virginia Blue-Eyes 
Ham", and " Smith 
Sausages". You'll learn 
how to make hearty Eskimo 
soups from leftover bones, 
and, of course, the famous 
African one-large-pot 
cooking. Just about every 
phase of cannibal cooking 
is covered here — 
including a special recipe 
on how to cook your 
favourite cook. 


BY JONQUIL TENDERHEART 


/ f m ay sound a bit 
monotonous b u 

in 

balls. Yet bi P 

# most of the 


combination of ■ 

and Chi 1 Mexic an 

English rj:4 n 
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"There is no use flaunting it," a director said, declining to 
give his name. "We stay cool, no one really minds. But down 
in L.A. — Wow! You have to be supercool and most 
companies just don't want to risk it." 


Sometimes, when you are talking to an actor or actress 
they have no idea what the name of the film is. "Usually, 
yes," said Leslie Bouvee, "but sometimes they change them." 
The idea, she said, was that a 'cool' name is used on the 
slateboards, on film cans, and so on, whether or not they 
know all along what the final name will be. "Sometimes a 
better title evolves out of the filming itself," said Ms. Bouvee, 
star of Champagne for Breakfast. 


There is hardly an actor or actress working in this end of 
the busines who uses his or her real name, nor do most of the 
directors, producers and crew. One producer, for example, 
used a name from The Third Man because his father had 
been a famous screenwriter in Hollywood films. 


This started primarily because in the early days of porno 
films they were getting busted right and left and it was bad 
news advertising right up there on the screen. As the danger 
lessened (but didn't disappear) people had a tendency to use 
real names, or at least near-real names. (First and middle 
name, last name first and made-up name, etc.) 


Most of the really weird, guache, silly, bizarre names are 
those used by the actors. Some change with every movie, at 
least until they achieve some kind of 'stardom' and settle 
down to one. 


You have the totally made up 'fantasy name' such as 
Serena or Seka, and the chic, alluring name, such as 
Candida Royalle, Samantha Fox, Kandi Barbour, Linda de 
Love, Desiree Cousteau, Laurien Dominique, Susannah 
French, Nicole Noir (a.k.a. Black), Desiree West, Danielle 
Martin, Monique Faberge, Monique Starr, Bridgette Monet, 
etc. 


Then you have what I call the 'stripper name' list, exotic, 
'hot' names such as Amber Hunt, Stormy Simons, Becky 
Savage, Tawny Pearl, Sharon Kane (also Cain and Shirley 
Wood) Susan London, Jennifer Jordan, Holly McCall, Susan 
Nero, Honey Wilder, Crystal Joanna Storm, Bambi Woods, 
Robin Savage, Samantha Morgan and Kari Klark. Can't you 
just hear the leering announcer?*"And now , ladies and 


T he making of pom features is still swathed in a lot of 
secrecy. Even in San Francisco, where they hardly 
ever get busted, they are inclined to play it very safe. 
They have 'secret' studios; their location shooting is done 
very quietly, with minimum noise and fuss, and often the 
actors have no idea where they will be shooting until they are 
taken there; blinds are kept down and comings and goings 
kept 'cool'. 


We’ve been running Porno Princess for almost a year now-but we still have trouble keeping 
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What you see fsn ? t always what you get. 
The Mafia Girts girl isn’t Serena (Porno 
Princess in Knave 15/5 and top row), 
neither is she Ciaudine Beccarie. 
Another anonymous model promotes 
The Tiffany Minx instead of Samantha 
Fox (15/3 and bottom row), but at least 
Seka appears on posters for her own 
films occasionally. 
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WHAT'S IN A NAME? 


gentlemen, direct from The Little Girl's Room in Las Vegas, 
that bouncing ball of beautiful beauty, Crystal Dawn! 

Yet all these names are real. 'Real/ that is, in terms of 
having been used in films. 
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WHAT'S IN A NAME? 


In San Francisco, you have a number of oriental actresses 
who have used up almost all the 'oriental' words we know: 
Kyoto, Ming Toy, Mai Lin, Tokyo, Linda Wong and — of 
course — Suzy Wong. And you have those names which 
come directly out of the filmmaking business itself: Georgette 
Sanders (from George), Annie Sprinkle (who achieved early 
fame in Golden Shower pix), Larry Trash, Michelle 
Magazine, Deep Throat, Johnny Stag, Bill Buck, Hessie Blue, 
and Crystal Synk. (There is a film synchronizing method 
involving radio, matching sound tape to film called 'crystal 
synchronizing.') 


There are also the one name people: Drea, Cintrace, 
Portia, Phaedra, Tigr, Serena, Seka, Dominique, Desiree, 
Caprice, plus Linda Q and Beth Anna. 


There's Georgina Spelvin, who I think has the cleverest of 
noms de porno. 'George Spelvin' is the name traditionally 
used in theatre when an actor plays more than one part, 
giving it to the lesser role, so that the audience will not know 
they are 'doubling.' 


Then there are some kinky names — such as all the 
Baronesses and Countesses and so forth, which, appear in the 
bondage films — and the odd names. Veri Knotty comes out 
of bondage flicks. Angel Cash, Coppy Penny, Cara Lott, 
Spicey Redhead, Maria Tortuga, Arlene Manhattan, Carmel 
Monterey, Phae Byrd & Fay Byrd, R.J. Reynolds (from the 
American tobacco company), John Seeman, Tips Rocks, 
Sandy Gazelle, Rocky Balboa, Tawny Pearl, Cuddles 
Malone, Constance Money and Debbie Revenge. 


The last name reminds me of conversations with different 
actresses. Actress No. 1: (I can't give you her name and 
you'll see why, though it is a perfectly ordinary name.) "That 
name is the same as a girl in high school who really did me 
dirt, a real bitch. So every time a newspaper says so-and-so 
is starring in Piss Up A Pope or whatever, I think, fuck me 
over, will you?" 


Actress No. 2: "I use my mother's maiden name. She was 
such a bitch." 


Most of the bizarre (and/or stupid) names are those of 
transient players, people in the business for a limited time 
before moving on. I have a theory that whenever you see 
names in the credits like Marilyn Mansfield, Cumin Hard, 
Jack Oft and Lotta Krappe, these are people who think they 
are in a 'piece of shit'. (That is a technical term, by the 
way.). 

Finally, as I mentioned earlier, many films are shot with a 
working title that gets changed later. Occasionally the 
working titles themselves have a certain poetry to them. One 
actress I know swears that she has worked on films shot under 
the following titles — although they were never used: Black 
Pricks and White Cunts, Fornication Castle, The Twat That 
Ate Cleveland and The Beast From The Bidet. So now you 
know! js 


Actress No. 3: "My stage name is the nickname of someone 
I really hated. She took my husband away and this is my way 
of getting back. I say things in films, ad-lib things, so that 
everyone back home knows what I mean, what I'm saying, 
and she's a laughing stock. I don't give a damn if they know I 
do porn, but she does!" 


(Left to right, from the top), 
Desiree Cousteau, brazen 
and coy, the delicious 
Danielle Martin (14/9), 
Bridgette Monet in / Like To 
Watch , the highly scrutable 
Mai Lin (15/4), Drea (14/12) 
with Knave regular Jim 
Dawson and mean mistress 
Sharon Mitchell, Caprice 
(15/6) en couchant, the 
eternal Georgina Spelvin, 
Maria Tortuga (Christmas 
Special) selling sausages (?) 

and Angel Cash—with Jim 
Dawson getting into the apt 
again. 






















































































OCHA 


AMATEUR MODEL OF 
THE MONTH 


What, exactly, do we mean by 
an Amateur Model? Well, 
basically a winsome and/or 
wanton lovely who hasn’t 
appeared in a men’s magazine 
before. Which is why we were 
a bit worried when Louise 
declared she’d modelled 
before. Swift subsidence of 
panic when we found she’d 
only worked for an amateur 
photographers’ club. No 
wonder she’s so good! She 
once worked in a bank, now 
she’s an up-and-coming 
advertising lady from the 
Manchester area. Any more 
lascivious ladies fancy a 
flaunt? Sign up on page 89 . . 


CL 






































































































































ADDRESS.... 

••••••••••••••••••••••••** 

MODEL’S SIGNATURE. 


MODEL’S DATE OF BIRTH. 


PHOTOGRAPHER’S NAME (Block 
letters please). 


ADDRESS 


PHOTOGRAPHER’S SIGNATURE 


DATE (Please give day, month & 

year). 

WITNESS (Not Photographer). . . 


We’ll build a special set in our studio 
(you might even like to suggest an 
idea yourself), provide some lascivious 
lingerie, make sure there’s a make-up 
artist to help you look your best and 
provide a professional photographer 
to take some gloriously sexy photos of 
you. A real day to remember, so let’s 
hear from you now! 


MODEL’S NAME (Block letters 


please) 


Simply fill in the form below and send 
it in with three recent colour photos 
of yourself, with at least one featuring 
you in the nude. If you’re successful 
there’s a £25 prize for the person who 
took these pictures of you, and we’ll 
invite you up to London for a day’s 
modelling. 


Send to Knave Amateur Model 
Feature, 252 Belsize Road, London 
6 4BT. 


HUE M @®r 
m QIIMJTY? 

Ever fancied yourself as a model? 
Think you’ve got what it takes? 

Well, it won’t cost you a fortune to 
find out — and it could net you £150 
plus expenses. 
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TtXJ SEE THIS IS THE 
ADVANTAGE OF USIIM6 
v THE OLD GREV > 
V MATTES, 


ALONG COMES THE PREY 
FALLS DOWN THE HOLE , 
AND WE NO LONGER i 
k RISK BEING BITTEN A 


THOUGH r MUST ADMIT 
A BIT OF THE ROMANCE 
^ HAS GONE V 


OCWfsj THESE IN THE HOLE ? 


r NOT A > 
MARKON IT- 
BUT MV TITS 


r wh... ^ 

WHATARE 
YOU GOING 
TO DO WITH 

. met* ^ 


OUR INTENTIONS 
ARE HONOURABLE 


ARE BRUISED/ 

\ V nN. _ 


V/ 

r\ 

E \ (r 

*■ V \\ gT 



HSygsp*-. . 



MS STONBABE HUMOUR 

UKE ITS S0CE1Y VMS NOT 

MOTEP FOR ITS SUBUErV | 



/MEANWHILE A TIMIP CREATURE OF THE 
FOREST SEARCHES FOR ITS ANTE... 


f SLUG! > 
r WHERE ARE' 
YOU, YOU SUMY 
P/ECETOF j 

s///r.^ Vi 


/ SR...HELLO, \ 
/ PRECIOUS/ 1 
' KEEP BACK— 
WE'VE CAPTURED 
A...ER. WILD 
ANIMAL AND 
WERE TRYING 
, TO SUBDUE / 
V IT/ X 


' XLL SAY" 
SHE DAMN 
NEAR HAD 
THE TOP OF 
MY WINKIE 
v OFF/ > 


WATCH TOUR BALLS 1 
SLUG -THEY’RE OVER 
THERE IN THE > 
Y CORNER. X 


XC4/V, 

EXPLAIN/ 






















































































You really can get the next 
thirteen issues of Knave 
delivered to your door, regularly 
and discreetly — every one 
positively throbbing with 
beautiful girls like Shivani here. 
So put that in your pipe and 
smoke it . . . 


SIGNATURES.DATE. 

Subscription to start with Knave Volume.Number 


I SUBSCRIPTIONS DEPT., BOX 369, MALDON, ESSEX, CM9 6EyT1 

Here is my cheque/money order (made out to Galaxy 
Publications Ltd.) for one year’s subscription. I am over 18. 

NAME PLEASE PRINT CLEARLY 6 ok 


U.K.: £17.00. SURFACE (INC. EUROPE): £17.00. AIR MAIL: £38.00 























